THE FIRST ACT

ND now I have a few precious minutes for you, my
dear/3 Madame told Peter Johnson, as she returned
from her successful trip to the telephone* She had hoped, in
fact, that he would have left her dressing-room during her
absence, but there he was sitting in her wicker chair exactly
as before. She cast an impatient glance at him and decided
to make the best of it. There were still ten minutes time
before her first entrance and she was willing to sacrifice one
or two of them to her old and most faithful admirer.

"You look a bit seedy, someone ought to take you away
for a holiday. Peter/* she said, managing at the same time to
keep one eye on the wrist watch and the other on her reflec-
tion in the mirrored walls.

"But jou look wonderful, younger and better every
time I'm seeing you/' he said and pulled his chair closer
to hers,

"D'you know, my back is still tanned from last year? It's
my souvenir of Egypt/' she said, pushing her gypsy shirt
back to show him the golden gleam on her neck and shoul-
ders. He inspected the offered area with an adoring smile.
"It's a shame I had to sell the yacht/' he said. Madame had
been a guest on the Johnson yacht for last year's cruise in the
Mediterranean and a trip up the Nile, as far as Luxor and

Assuan.   "And not only the yacht------" Johnson added.

While she painted her mouth he got up and walked back-
wards and forwards, picking up things and putting them
down in an absent minded and slightly impatient way. " What
is he fidgeting around for? " thought Madame. " What has
be got to be impatient about? One would think he is the
one to sing Carmen. Yesbisht&areea, he's looking for his
flowers."
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